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To the Imll of the feast enmo the sinful and fair,
For alio heard In tho city thnt Jesus was then-- ;

She marked not the splendor that blazed on tho
board,

But silently knolt at tho, feet of her Lord.

Tho hair from her forohead, so sad and so meek,
Hung dark o'er tho blushes that burned on her

cheek;
Add so still and so lowly she knolt tn her shame,
Itscem'dllkchersplrlthad Mown from Its frame.

Tho frown and the murmur went round thro'
them all

That one so unhallow'd should tread In that hall,
And some said the poor would bo objects moro

meet
For tho wealth of tho perfumes she showcr'd on

His feet.

She mark'd but her Saviour sho spoke but In
sighs;

She dared not look up to the heaven of Ills oyea.
And tho hot tears gush'd forth at each heave of

her breast,
Ab her lips to His'sjuidalssho throbblngly pressed.

On the clouds after tempest as shlncst tho bow,
In tho glanco of tho sunbeam as raclteth tho snow,
Ho looked on that lost ouo-h- or sins were for-

given.
And Mary went forth in tho beauty of heaven 1

IN THE CONFESSIONAL.

From the French of Coppeo by E. O. Waggoner.
One evening of the last winter the Abbe

Faber, the worthy euro of tho old church of
Saint Medanl, Paris, struggled against the
furious blasts under a spread umbrella and pain-
fully foutrht his way alone the Ruo Mouffetard
on his road to the holy sanctuary. Very sure
in his own mind that he was uselessly disturb-
ing himself on this stormy night, he was deeply
regretting the heap of blazing logs he had
quitted in his little lodging In the Ruo Lko-mond- e,

also that Bollaudlst folio lying open
upon the table by the side of his hom-rimme- d

spectacles.
But it was a Saturday evening, the day of all

days when the old widows and the workwomen
of his parish, who gained their living by clean-

ing In the nelghorhood or collecting their little
pensions, came to suck absolution from him In
order to commune on the morrow. He could
not, therefore, this honest prlo6t, dispense with
the necessity that required him to Install him-

self in his oaken box and to open, like a prompt
cashier, the wicket to his faithful flock. Tho
confessional, as every one knows, Is a kind of
Paradisaical savings bank for the weekly depos-

iting of venial sins.
The Abbe Faber was all the more averse to

going out on this special Saturday evening bo- -

cause it was the weekly pay-da- y of all the world,
and generally, at such times, tho Rue Mouffe-

tard was au anti-hi- ll of people, and of people
but ill disposed to the priestly soutane. It was
cood to be a man of God, "a holy man," as his
parishioners called him, but the Abbe Faber
did not find it the less displeasing to lower his
eyes before painful sights or to have in his cars
the oaths and foul lauguage caught in passing.

There was, moreover, a certain liquor shop
which the good Abbe particularly detested, a
shop all red and aflame with gas jets, sending
out hot and alcoholic odors through Its open
door, and with row upon row of casks and bar-

rels ornamented with placards, labeled "Ab-

sinthe," "Bitters," "Madeira," "Vermouth,"
"Eau do Vie," while upright before the counter
a baud of drinkers in cap and blouse saluted
him as he filed along the payments with a "Here!
Hero ! Your Holiness 1" distinctly offensive.

This evening, however, tho bad weather had
made the streets deserted, and the Abbe arrived
at the threshold of tho church without disturb-
ance, dipped his fingers In tho waiting benltlcr,
made the sign of the cross, and with a brief rev-
erence to the main altar turned his face In the
direction of the coufcsslonal.

No, It was not for nothing that he had come
out In the wind and rain a penitent was there
before him.

A male penitent ! A most rare and infrequent
visitor to the confessional of Saint Medard 1 But
this time it was no illusion of the senses with the
worthy Abbe, he saw him plainly under the red
light of the lamp swinging from the nave of the
chapel, aud still more clearly the short white
blouse and the nail-studd- sandals of this
kneeling man.

Some workman, doubtless, who had kept his
simple peasant's faith aud the proper habits of
a practical religion. Nevertheless, and of this
the Abbe Faber was very sure, the confession he
was going to hear would bo like all tho others,
as commonplace as that of tho cook of tho Hue
do la Mouge, who accused herself of padding
the bottom of her baskets, but did not dream of
restitution.

Tho priest oven smiled a little as ho recalled
tho usual formula of tho young faubourglcnno
who came to demand a billot of coufession pre-

paratory to marriage ou tho morrow:
"I have not killed, I have not stolen; as for

tho rest, my Father, question me !"
Naturally tho Abbo Fathor passed Into his box

with peaceful trauquilllty, and with no other
emotion drew asldo tho little curtain of green
6ergo that screened tho wicket.

"M. lo Cure," began a deep voice that sought
la vain to soften tho harshness of Us tone, "M,
lo Cure"

"I am no longer a cure, my friend," mur-

mured the Abbo In return, "begin with your
conflteor aud call mo 'my Father.' "

Tho kncellug figure, whoso face, bathed in
shadow, tho Abbo was uuablo to see, obeyed In-

structions, stumbled through tho prayer which
ho seemed to find difficulty In recalling, and
thou, after a moment's sllenco aud as If strug-
gling with somo straugo emotion, commenced
his confession.

"Pardon me, M. loCuro," said he, "my Father,
I should say, if I do not speak as I should, but
it is twenty years since last I knolt In tho coufcs-

slonal. You know howit is with a man in Parl6
and who is not bad like tho others. I told my-so- lf

that God knows all; I need not go. But to-

day, M. lo Cure, I hayo that upon my
conscience too heavy to bear alone. I have
come, then, to you you must sharo It with mo,
this burden, for I have killed a man 1"

Killed a raau I Tho Abbo started upon his
stool, A murderer, this man before him 1 Then
there would bo no moro distractions of mind for
him during tho coming I No
moro listening with distrait car to tho foolish
babbling of old women, too zealous in self-acc- u

THE StlNDAY'HERALD, SUNDAY,-APRI-L6,1'S90- .

sations, and whom ho could absolve with speed
and confideuco 1 Tho brow so near his own had
conceived and executed a crime I Those hands
joined upon the confessional were red with
blood 1 were perhaps still soiled with It as It
had run from tho veins of his victim 1

And In tho horror that assailed the Abbo Faber
as tho penitent spoko there was possibly a little
terror, for he could find no words In which to
respond but tho conventional

"Confess, confess, my son; tho mercy of God
Is Infinite. "

"Well, listen to my story," said tho man, his
voice vibrating, and harsher than over In Its
hopeless sorrow:

"By trado I am a mason, a layer of brick and
stone, and camo to Paris at twenty years of age
with a friend and companion of my childhood
aud from my own village. We lived together
and learned to read together at tho public
schools. Ho was called Philippe and was moro
than a brother to mc, and I am called Jacques.
He was also tall, handsome, a good worker, and
carried his heart In his hand. 1, on tho contrary,
was heavy, dull, not cvon as good a mason as
Philippe, yet so proud of having such a friend,
so glad to walk beside him In the boulevards and
to have him clap moon tho back aud call mc his
'great stupid.' In short, I loved him, aud
though ho left me three-quarte- rs of tho timo to
go and amuse himself with his comrades in tho
cafis I still loved him.

"It was natural at his age; ho was happy and
liked pleasure; ho was free, with no cares to
worry him, Mid I was not free I was forced to
bo saving, for I had an old and Infirm mother In
my village home who needed all I could give
her. It was for this I first began to take my
meals with a woman who lived In the same house
with me and made her living by furnishing tho

pot-au-fc- for all tho masons.
"Philippe did not do this, but ate elsewhere,

and 1 remained, perhaps for another reason I
loved the daughter of the household, loved her
madly. Poor Catherine I and you will sec pres-
ently, M. le Cure, to what all this Is coming. I
lived thero for three years without telling her of
my love for her. I was too poor, too Indifferent
a worker, and scarcely earned sufficient to care
for myself and my mother. When sho left mo
for heaven, for sho was a good aud pious woman,
I did bettor I saved a llttlo money enough, It
seemed to me, to start a household. I spoko to
Catherine, and atfirst shesaldnelthoryosnorno.

"Parblou 1 I was notiittractlvo I see It now,
and It was not until her mother, who liked me
well, talked on my side that our marriage was
finally agroed upon. Ah, M. le Cure, I spent
then somo happy weeks, though I feared that
Catherine had only accepted me and did not love
me. But she was a good girl, with a good heart,
and I meant to wait I loved her so much she
would surely love me.

"Of course I had told Philippe, whom I saw
every day upon the scaffolding we were then
employed by the same patron told him, I say,
everything. The result, M. le Cure, you have
doubtless divined. Philippe was a handsome
man, gay, free-hande- everything, In short, that
I was not, and soon, without either of them in-

tending it, Catherine was mad about him. She
was a good girl, as I've told you, and she told
me of it as soon as she kuew it herself. All the
same, I shall never forget that moment.

"Ah, well, I loved them, loved them both, M.
le Cure, and belioved it would bo for their hap-
piness. Philippe had always made a good sal-

ary, but had saved nothing. I gave him my sav-

ings; ho purchased furniture, and they were
married. Everything at first went well, and
there was one child, a boy, named Camille, and
I was tho godfather; it was after the birth of tho
child that things began to go wrong. I had been
mistaken Philippe was not meant for marriage;
he loved pleasure and gay company too much.
You, who spend your life among the poor, M. le
Cure, know by heart this sad history; in the be-

ginning the worker who little by little glides into
idleness, drunkenness, and absences of two or
three days; then who reports only at the end of a
week, makes a scene, aud ends by beating his
wife. In less than two years Philippe had be-

come one of these unfortunates.
"In the beginning I sought to stop him to

correct him; ry remonstrances only made him
furious, separated us, and stripped the house-
hold for the furnishing of tho Monte de Picte
all the faster. One night ho had the sharaoless-nee- s

to make mo a shameless proposal of his
own wife, too, that poor, palo Catherine, as
honest as the Holy Virgin. Thero was u sceno
between us, accusations and Insults, heaped
upon us both by this drunken fool. I struck
him, and renounced even seeing Catherine and
my godson. Philippe I only saw when we
chanced to meet (which, as ho worked but
little, was Infrequently) on tho same building.

"Still I loved them all too well to lose them
from sight; yet I could only prowl the quarter
on Saturday nights when Philippe had gone to
drink up tho wages ho had just received, and If
thero was too much misery in the household,
which I learned by listening to the gossips, do-

ing what I could to relievo It. Philippe, tho
shameless, discovered this, and, finding that I
would still come to tho aid of his wife and child,
found it very agreeable.

"To abridge years passed thus, Philippe over
sinking deeper aud deeper Into vice, but Cath-
erine, with my help, had been able to bring up
her sou as brave, honest, and true as herself,
though not as a mason, a worker, like mo. No,
ho was a scholar, a designer, a pupil of tho night
schools, who was able to earn a good salary in
an architect's office. Ho was good to his mother
as well, and to see her on tho arm of this kind
soiupald mo for everything.

"But yestorday ovonlng, in coming from tho
cook shop, I encountered Camille alone, and as
ho gavo me his hand ho Is not too proud, M.
lo Cure, to do even that I saw by something In
his face that all was not right with him. I
questioned him.

" 'I have drawn,' ho responded, 'a bad num-
ber ono of those that will send me to the col-

onies as a marino for flvo years at least, and I
leavo my mother without resources, and with
my father, who has never drank as ho drinks
now, or been so wicked. Poor people aro cer-

tainly accursed 1'

"Ah-- h M. lo Cure, tho horrible night I have
passed ! Tho twenty years' efforts of this poor
mother destroyed in a siuglo instant by tho turn
of a chance the slmplo rummaging of a hand
in a sack 1 tho withdrawing of a lettered scrap

"It was baroly daylight whon I arose this
morning and returnod to the building which I
am helping to construct on tho boulevard Arego.
Work is tho only relief for suffering, and I
climbed to my placo the walla are already to

the fourth fetory-an- d began to lay the bricks.
Suddenly a hand touched my shoulder; I turned;
It was Philippe, working to-da- y through a ca-

price, and tho patron, under contract for a cer-

tain time, had accepted him tho first comer.
"I had not seen Philippe until this morning

for a long, long while, and I had difficulty to
recognize him. Burned and withered away by
can de vie, with gray hair and shaking hands,
he was an old man, a hideous aud bloated ruin.

" 'And 60,' I said to him, for my heart was
full, 'tho lad has drawn a bad number 1

" 'A bad number, you say J' ho repeated In a
rough voice and with a wicked look, 'and why
a bad number, pray f Aro you, too, as stupid
as the rest as mother and son ? Camille should
6crvo his country as tho others 6crvo her, though
I know very well what It Is that both of them
wish; If I was dead, you sec,' and he leered at
mc with a hideous grin on his bloated lips, 'If I
was dead,-h- c wouldn't go. But and so much
the worse for them I'm solid as a post still,
and Camille Is not the son of a widow 1'

"The son of a widow 1

"Ah-h- , M. lc Cure, why did he say those
words before mo In that spot of all others ? I,
whom he had outraged In every way, whom he
had made to suffer so much, and who still suf-

fered so much under tho suffering ho Inflicted
upon others ? Like a flash a bud thought came
Into my mind n thought that stayed with mo
all day long as side by side I worked with this
man I That poor Catherine what torture he
would inflict upon her when she had no longer
a son to protect her against a miserable drunk-
ard, always ugly, always evil under the lash of
liquor, aud capable of being more 1

"Four o'clock struck aud I was still thinking
of this; then 5 o'clock, then 5:30. The men had
all descended; Philippe and I were the last to
start, and In the very act of disappearing In his
turn he stopped an instant to look above him
and to say God knows what possessed him to
say with a sneer that was simply devilish:

" '1 have always a sailor's foot, you see; Ca-

mille Isn't near to being the son of a widow 1'

"M. le Cure, for a moment I was mad with
anger and revolt at tho fate which this man had
drawn upon us all. 1 had only to stretch out a
hand to end everything only tosoizo the ladder
to which Philippe clung aud to send It whirling
Into space; I had only to do this, I say, and M.

lo Cure I did it I

"He was 6tone dead when they picked him
up. Thero was no one to say it was not an acci-

dent, aud Camille, well, Camille Is the son of a
widow now, and he will not go ! It Is I who
will go, who will emigrate to America, for I
dare not stay

"I havo told the truth to you and to the good
God, and I repent, but should I stay and see
Catherine in her black robe, and so happy and
proud on tho arm of her son, her own, at last, I
know that I should repent no longer that I
should cease to regret my bad action.

"As for a penance, M. le Cure, take you this,
a golden triuket I bought for Catherine when
she should be my wife, and which I have always
treasured. Sell It now, and dtvldo the money
among the poor 1"

Did Jacques rise up absolved of his sin by the
Abbe Faber ? Who knows ? But that which is
certain 16 this the priest did not sell the golden
trinket given him by tho hand of a murderer
under the seal and shadow of the confessional.
IIo turned the price of it, or as near it as ho
could guess, into the coffer of the church, but
he suspended it like an ex voto upon tho altar
of the Chapel of the Virgin, beforo which he
daily prays for the soul of tho poor mason.

Who Ik the prottperoun man? Tho man
who advertises In Tho Sunday Herald.

AilvortlHo In Tho Sunday Herald aud cot
buMluoss.

BIG STORMS IN HISTORY.
Somo That Throw the JLoulsvlllo DlHUBtor

Into the Shade,
From tho New York Sun.

In 944 a storm In London destroyed 1,500
houses. In 1001 a storm in tho same city de-

stroyed 500 houses. In 1090 a storm on tho
coast of England destroyed 200 coasters with
most of their crows. Ono of tho greatest storms
ever known was that of November 20 aud 27,
1703, which caused In London alone a loss of
over 2,000,000. It Is estimated that over 8,000
people were lost in the floods of the Thames
and Severn, aud off tho coast of Holland. Dur-
ing the same storm twelve English men-of-wa- r

with 1,800 men on board were lost in sight of
their own shore. The famous Eddystono Light-
house was destroyed, and with it its ingenious
contriver, Windstanley. Seven thousand Swedes
perished in a snow storm in 1719. A storm in
India on October 11, 1737, is said to have killed
30,000 people. At Havana a storm on October
20, 1708, destroyed over 4,000 houses and 1,000
people. On April 22, 1782, 7,000 people wero
destroyed by a hurricane at Seerat, In tho East
Indies. A terrlblo hurricane swept tho west
coast of England and Ireland during January
0 and 7 of 1839. Over 120 people wero killed
in and near Liverpool. In Ireland 400 houses
wero blown down, aud thero was a great loss
by Are. A big storm drovo 143 wrecks on the
British coast May 20, 1801. On June 20, 1875,
250 persons were killed at Budah-l'es- t, llungar'.
In September of tho same year a 6torm on tho
coast of Texas swept many villages away and
caused an immense loss of life. On December
28, 1879, the Toy bridge In Scotland was blown
down, and over 100 persons wero killed. De-
structive tornadoes In tho western part of this
country caused great loss of llfo aud property
In April, 1880. Tho great Johnstown disaster
of last May in Pennsylvania is still fresh in tho
memories of all. Millions of dollars' worth of
property wero destroyed, and nearly 1,000 pcoplo
wero killed.

Electric Belt Free.
To introduco It and obtain agents tho under-

signed llrra will glvo awnyafow of their S5.00
German Electric Belts invented by Prof. Van der
Woyde, Pros, of tho New York Electrical Society,
(U. S. l'at. 257,017,) a positive euro for Nervous
Debility, Rheumatism, Loss of Power, oto. Ad-
dress Eloctrio Agonoy, P. O. Box 178, Brooklyn,
N. Y.i .Write to them to-da- v.

Charles P. Oulvort,
Tonouranhlcul. , . . .

Euglneor and Surveyor Espo- -

cmi attention given to suuuiviumg couutry
proporty. 1420 F stroot uorthwest. aul8-ly- 3

Wo aro ranking a specialty of trousers this
sprint', und havo now iti stock tho largest and
most complete lino over shown In this city.

Snyukii & Wood,
Merchant Tailors,

423 Eleventh street northwest.

DR. H. M. SOHOOLEY,
DENTIST,

ROOMS 03-0- 4 PACIFIC BUILDING,
Telephone 835 022-03- 4 V STREET.

ESTABLISHED 1800.

The Sunday Herald
AND

Weekly National Intelligeneer.

THE LEADING SUNDAY AND SOCIETY PAPER
AT THE NATIONAL CAPITAL.

And One of llic Oldest Best Known Papers in ttic Country.

16 PAGES. BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS. BRIGHT. CLEAN. READABLE.

It Contains All tho News of tho Week.
All tho Cossip of the National Capital.

Full Reports of What is Dono in Congress.
First-Clas- s Stories. Choico Miscellanies.

Interesting Topics of Conoral Intorest.
The Most Complete and Authentic Roports of Social Happonings in

Washington.

ITS ARMY AND HAVY NEWS IS OF ESPECIAL INTEREST AND IMPORTANCE..

IT IS AN AUTHORITY ON ALL SPORTING MATTERS.

In fact, people who want to know what is going on nt tho Natfonal Capital, cither in-- a

political, social'or official way, should by all means subscribe for tho Sunday IlEiuiiD.

The Sunday Herald will be Delivered at Your Residence
Every Sunday Morning.

StxtosoxrioP'tioa.TL Price, JS.GSO per year.
'

SOULE & HENSEY, Publishers,
409 Tenth Street, N. W.. - WASHINGTON, D. C.

OFFER NO. 1.
A COMPLETE SET OF DICKENS'S AVORKS,

15 volumes, neatly bound inpaper covers, and
tho Sunday Herald and WceklyNatiohal Intell-
igencer, ono year, delivered at your address,
for S3.

OFFER NO. 2.
THE PEERLESS WAVERLY NOVELS, com-

plete, neatly bound in paper covers, and tho
Sunday Herald and Weekly National Intelli-
gencer, one year, for S3.

OFFER NO. 3.
EIGHT COMPLETE NOVELS, neatly bound in

paper covers, reirular prlcc25c. each, given away.
The subscription prlco of tho Sunday Herald for
one year Is 82.50. Any subscriber remitting this
sum will be entitled to the paper for ono year
and a choico of eight of tho following-name- d

novels, which will be sent free of any expcimo
whatever:
Dr. Hameau. Ohnet.
Lady Audley's Secret. Braddon.
Camille. Dumas.
Character Sketches. Dickens.
Tho Texan's Hovenge. Verne.
Dr. Jekyll is Mr. Hyde. Stephenson.
Tho Death of .Ivan Hutch. Tolstoi.
A Torrlblo Temptation. Iteade.
Tom Brown at Kugby. Hughes.
Tho Sketch Book. Irving.
Tho Last of the Mohicans. Cooper.
Anno Grey.
Widow Bedott Papers. Whltcher.
Knickerbocker's New York. Irving.
My Husbund and I. Tolstoi.
Dora Thorne. Bertha M. Clay.
Jack of All Trades. Iteade.
Grandfather's Chair. Hawthorne.
Tho Cloister and tho Hearth. Heado.
Spoopendykc. Huntloy.
David Copperfleld. Dickens.
Not Like Other Girls. Carey.
Ivanhoo. Scott.
Kcnllworth. Scott.
ltamblcs from Russia to Spain; or, Out-do- or Llfo

In Europe. Thwlng.
Pickwick Papers; Dickens.
Esther. Carey.
Charlotte Tcmplo. Rowson.
The Plying Dutchman. Russell.
Nicholas Nickleby. Dickens.
Guilderoy. Ouida.
Cleopatra. Haggard.
The Pride or tho Paddock. Smart.
Oliver Twist. Dickens.
Aunt Diana. Carey.
Old Curiosity Shop. Dickens.
The Passenger from Scotland Vard. Wood.
Domboy&Son. Dickens.
Guy Mannerlng. Scott.
Twice Told Talcs. Hawthorne.
Tho Antiquary. Scott.
Bootlo's Children. Winter.
Rob Roy. Scott.
The Brldo of Lammcrmoor. Scott.
Monti's Choico. Alexander.
Tho Heart of Midlothian. Scott.
Tho Travelsaud Surprising Adventures of Baron

Munchausen.
Great Expectations. Dickens.
The Honorable Mrs. Vereker. Tho Duchess.
Woodstock. Scott.
Waverly. Scott.
Tho Monastery. Scott.
Chris. Norris.
Tho Abbot. Seott.
Betsy Jane. Ward.
Tho Pirate. Scott.
Old Mortality. Scott.
Paul and Virginia. St. Pierre.
Red Gauntlet. Scott.
Tho Talo of Three Lions. Haggard.
Tho Devil's Die. Allen.
Derrick Vaughan, Novelist. Lyall.
Tho Piccadilly Puzzlo. Hume.
A Crooked Path. Alexander.

OFFER NO. 1.
WORCESTER'S ROYAL QUARTO DICTION-

ARY, now edition, with supplement containing
12,000 new words and a vocabulary of synonyms;
half Russia, marbled edges, with a patent index.
Price, 812. Given with tho Sunday Herald nnd
Weeklv National Intelligencer, ono year, for 810

less than tho price of the Dictionary alono.

OFFER NO. 5.
FOLK BALLADS, a set or four superb gift

books "Tho Bluo Bolls of Scotland," "Sbandon
Bolls," "Old Undo Ned," and "Sally In Our
Alloy" with tho original muslo, 7 by 0 Inches,
tied with ribbon. Nothing has been published
moro desirable, moro attractive, or moro nrtlstio
than these books. Thoyaro printed on lino paper,
illustrated In thohigheststyloof modern art, and
aro furnished by ono of tho leading Now York
houses. Ono book with the Sunday Herald for
ono year, 82.75; two, 83.50; all four, 84.50. Tho
retail price of these books is Su for tho set. Thoy
must bo seen to bo appreciated.

OFFER NO. 6.
DANTE'S INFERNO, with 75 full-pag- o illus-

trations by Gustavo DoreC; COO pages; bound in
lino English cloth, emblematic design, full gilt,
gold 'dges. Price, 83. Given with tho Sunday
Herald lor ono year for 83 only.

OFFER NO. 7.
LOSSING'S EMINENT AMERICANS, compris-

ing brief biographies of leading statesmen, pa-
triots, orators, aud other noted men aud women
who havo made American history ; over 500 pages;
illustrated; lino cloth binding. Given with tho
Suuday Herald for ono year for 82.75 only.

OFFER NO. S.
CRABB'S NEW HANDY CYCLOPEDIA, a

conciso and comprehensive dictionary of tho
sciences, literature, and art: bound in cloth; pro-
fusely Illustrated; nearly 600 pages of valuablo
information; u book that should bo In every
library. Given with tho Sunday Herald for ouo
year for B2.75.

15

and

OFFER NO. .9.
THE HANDY SHAKE3PEARE, ono or the-mo-

convenient nnd most complete editions ever
published; 12 volumes, In lino cloth binding, and
inclosed in a handsomo box. Given with the
Su nday Herald for ono year for 84.50. Tho books-alon- e

nre worth twice that sum.

OFFER NO. 10.
MACAULAY'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND, in

5 volumes, complete cloth binding, in a box. in-
cluding the Sunday Herald for one year, for S3.

OFFER NO. 11.
ALTEMUS EDITION OF MILTON'S PARA-

DISE LOST, Illustrated by Gustavo Dore; beau-
tiful binding, gilt edged, and in every way de-
sirable. Given with tho Sunday Herald and
Weekly National Intelligencer, ono year, for
S3.25 onl3

OFFER NO. 12.
A MAGNIFICENT SET OF SHAKESPEARE,

in 4 volumes, complete, half Morocco, largo-print- ,

Illustrated, with tho Sunday Herald and
Weekly National Intelligencer, one year, 84.50.
in a neat box less than the cost of the set of
books.

OFFER NO. 13.
TID-BIT- S OF AMERICAN, ENGLISH, IRISH

AND SCOTTISH HUMOR, 4 volumes, in a neat
box: bound In cloth. Complete set nnd the Sun-
day Herald, delivered at your address tor ono
year, 83.00 Something entirely now and suited
to tho most rcllncd taste.

OFFER NO. 11.
LIVINGSTONE'S AND STANLEY'S TRAV-

ELS IN AFRICA, including also tho ndventures-o- r

Mungo, Parke, Clopperton, DuChaillu, Baker,
aud other famous explorers In tho land of tho
palm and tho gorilla; largo print, fine Illustra-
tions, handsome binding, 500 pages a S3 book.
Given with tho Sunday Herald and Weekly Na-
tional Intelligencer, one year, for S3 only.

OFFER NO. IS.
A NEW. REVISED, AND IMPROVED DIC-

TIONARY of --nearly 900 pages, handsomely
bound In cloth; 15.000 references and 1,000 illus-
trations. Given with tho Sunday Herald and
Weekly National Iutelligonccr, one year, for

OFFER NO. Id.
ONE ART FOLIO, containing four beautiful

etchings on Japanese paper. Your choico of
four different folios, entitled "By tho Sea," "By
tho Stream," "Harvest Scenes," and "Ideals,"
with tho Sundny Herald and Weekly National.

; Intelligencer, ono year, 34.

OFFER NO. 17.
ONE PHOTOGRAVURE ART FOLIO, ele-

gantly bound and Inclosed in a neat box four
beautiful pictures. Price. 83. Given with tho
Sundny Herald and Weekly National Intelli-
gencer, ono year, for only S3 a beautiful gift
for a holiday offering.

OFFER NO. IS.
ONEISUPERB PHOTOGRAVURE, 21x30, on

Japanese paper. Yourcholcoof eleven different
subjects, Including a copy of Millet's famous
"AngolUB," and tho Sunday Herald and Weckls-Nation-

Intelligeneer, delivered at your ad-
dress, for 83. Theso pictures aro of tho llnest
description, and cannot bo purchased for less
than S3, for which sum you get tho picture nud
our pnper included.

OFFER NO. 10.
FOUR BEAUTIFUL PHOTOGRAVURES..

13x10, on Japan paper, entitled "Homoward
Bound," from tho original painting by P. II.
Sadee; "Woodlund Path," from tho original
painting by T. Sidney Cooper; "Tho Open Book,"
from tho original painting by H. Bacon, and
"Tho Shrino of Venus," from tho original paint-
ing by L'Alma Tadema, It. R. Given with tho
Sunday Herald nnd Weekly National Intelli-
gencer, ono year, delivered at your address,
for S3.

OFFER NO. 20.
EMERSON'S ESSAYS, two volumes, over 500

pages, clear print, lino paper, tusteful binding in
cloth, in a neat box, Both volumes given with
tho Sunday Horald aud Weekly National Intel-
ligencer, ono year, for 82.75.

OFFER NO. 21.
SPKOIALi FOR THIS OIlILiinilSN--

,

THE SLEEPING BEAUTY and CINDERELLA-th-o

famous old-tlm- o fairy tales, illustrated by G,
W. Brcnneman, of tho Salmagundi Club, with
six full-pag- o water colors, reproduced In fac-
simile by tho Fhoto-Aquardl- o process, and twenty--

two black and whitoRketches In wash, printed
from photographip cllchCs produced by Messrs
Angercr & Guschl, of Vienna. Quarto, boards,
with beautiful covers in purplo in fac-slml- ln oi
tho original Aquarelle This, tho llrst worthy
edition of tho sweetest ot all fairy tales, is tho
most elaborate color-boo- k for children over pub-
lished. Tho deslgua uro most artistic. Lithog-
raphy has hitherto been tho usual method used
in reproducing colored pictures lor children, but
tho publishers feel conlldent that this now de-
parture will meet not only with tho favor of
children, but of older pcoplo as well. Tho price
of theso books is 81.50 each. AVo will givo eithor
one, with tho Sunday Herald ond National

ono year, for 82.75, or both for S3.50.

OFFER NO. 22.
OFF THE WEATHER BOW ON LIFE'S VOY

AGE, by Elizabeth N. Little, ono of tho mosl
uuiquo holiday books ever published, 4 to 15 by 8
inches, printed la bluo monochrome. Text by
Harriet Beecher Stowe, Henry Wudsworth, Long
fellow, and others. Superbly Illustrated. Prico
82.50. Given with tho Suuday Herald and Na-
tional Intelligencer, ono year, for 83.60.


